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O more, 0 Muſe! delight in trifling "WY 
And ng of Shepherds and their happy Plains; 
Forſake awhile theſe Subjects, once thy Care! 

And court the gloomy Horrors of s : 

A gaſping Saviour's laſt tremendous Throes | 


I fing, and all the dreadful Scene diſcloſe. 
Ye Pow'rs above inſpire the: plaintive Lay, 


While I recount the — of that Day: 
Rapt into dumb Surprize, th advent'rous Muſe 
With Fear, and Dread, the mighty Theme purſues. 
To what an Height of Wonder am I brought, 
When all his Suff ri ngs ruſh upon my Thought! 
What a large Field 2 Action is diſplay d! 
A bleeding God before mine Eyes is laid: 

So dear, alas! muſt Man's Redemption coſt, 
I tremble at myſelf in Wonder loſt. 

O boundleſs Miracle of Love divine ! 

Be mine the Benefit, the Pune thine! . 


At — the deftin'd al Mora » was come, 

Perfix d by God's irrevocable. Doom, 

M ben Chriſt awhile in Death's Embrace muſt lic, __ 
And for the Flock's Ore dbs ee che 2. . 


HBleſs d all Mankind, and — with its Lights: 


bs - 4 ) e 

The Sun refusd his Radiance to diſplay, LE TIONS 
And backward word have held the riſing Day; 
While ſullen Darkneſs his ſhrouds, 

And veils his glorious Majeſty in Clouds. 

Mean while the Jews prepare the impious Deed, 

And vow the Guiltleſs uncondemn'd to bleed. 

Now on his Head a Crown of Thorns they place, 


And load their King with Enſigns of Diſgrace. 


Strait is he ſeiz d by military Bands, 
Who with ſtrong Cordage bind his Eten Handl: 


Now to the fatal Croſs he's dragg d along 
The Scorn and Laughter of the gazing 

There nail'd with out- ſtretchꝭ d Arms 
The worſt of Pictures Sorrow ever drew: 
Vet no Protection claims for his 
Whoſe only Shield is Infant Innocence. 


Lo! now I view the torturd God confeſt, 
And Joy and Sorrow in my Breaſt; _ 
How he, whoſe Aid the Blind, the Lame implor'd, 
And who the brearhlefs Dead to Life reſtor d, 
Now chang'd appears, and in quite diff rent F Form, 
Than when he did theſe Miracles perform; 
No more the fame, as when he did repell 
The rude Aſfaults of Saztez and of Hell: 
Thoſe Rays which then around his Temples 1 
Robb'd of their Beams, were now extinct and dead. 
That beauteous Face which once divinely bright, 
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'd to View, 


Contracted now into a Frown, _ 
And big with Death, look d melancholy down : _ 
While lab'ring Tears, that ran with Purple Gore, 
3 Checks, _——_ = 
And tow no longer able to ſuſtain * 
The Poignant Torture, and te Lowd of Bai, 
He droops ns Head, and now IO 

To blame his „ 


(5) 

When, lo! an Angel by divine Command, 
Spreads his bright . oer the mournful Land, 
With heav'nly Cordials chears his tortur'd Breaſt, 
And ſooths his agonizing Pains to Ret ; 

To him unfolds the Will of God's . 
And ſhews that all, what he ordains, muſt be; 
How Figures, Types, and Propheſies of old, 
This wretched Day of Miſeries foretold : 
How, when he had endur'd this tranſient Pain, 
Enthron'd in Heav'n he ſhou'd for ever reign. 
Thus having faid, the Angel wings his Way 
To the bleſt Manſions of eternal Day. 


| Rais'd in his Mind tho undaunted Suff rer ſtood, 
His Will reſigning to the Will of God; 
Such balmy Words th' o'erflowing Wrath controul, 
And check the Tumults of his drooping Soul. 
Mean while, the Populace in Crowds below 
Laugh at his Tortures, and deride his Woe, 


Who blaſphemous contemn th Almighty Pow'r, 
And ſcoff their Saviour, whom they ſhou'd adore. 


But now, alas! unable to contain, . 
He writhes his Limbs, that felt Lacs of 6 | \ : 
And calmly inks beneath the Load of Grief, 
And ſeeks in Death alone his laſt Relief 


O King of Kings! from thy tremendous Throne 
On ſuch triumphant Infamy | look down! 


Did ever Sorrow ſuch a Liv'ry wear? 
How proud 1 1s Grief ſo 55s pous to a ppear ! 
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The Breather of all Life expiring dies; * 
Hark! what loud Groans proclaim th amazing: Tale! 
And dying Accents burſt .1 in ev'ry Gale. 


Behold! the Hills on their Foundations rock, 
And Nature feels an univerſal Shock: 7 
Rocks burſt; the Temple rends; the Dead EY 3 
And in loud Peals the rolling Thunder flies. 
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The ſyn mpa ning Sun withdraws his Light, 

Unable to b ſuſtain ſo dire a Sight, 
And i impious Mortals fear eternal Night. ) 
While glaring Lightnings with a frightful Ray 
Break angry forth, and flaſh a diſmal Day. 
Surpriz d, aghaſt, his Foes confus'dly ſtare, 
And ev'ry Breaſt is blacken'd with Deſpair : : 
They faint, they ſtagger, and they fall to Ground ; 
For now they deem'd, a God was in the Sound: 
Diſtraction, Shame, Confuſion, and Dicgrace, 
And gloomy Sorrow fits on ev'ry Face 
All Ages, all Degrees with Shrieks and Cries 
Together blended rend the vaulted Skies; 1 
All'ſmite their conſcious Breaſts with Wonder 3 aw - 
And ring at the Crime, confeſs their God. 


But hold, O Muſe! — the daring e San, _ 


Log dwell no longer on this Tragic 2 
Purſue him now to Paradiſe convey 1 1 


Where all his Pains with Pleaſures are Fel 2 2 | 


Lo! ſucc'ring Angels round their Saviour 1 a 
And Joy to hail him with a grateful Song ; 


All Heav'ns high Domes reſound with Hymns of Frail 


And Cherubs, Songs ot Gratulation raiſe, It) 


Bluſh then, ye Atheiſts! tremble and adore; 1 
Deny th' Exiſtence of a God no more; 
Say! whence can ſuch ſurprizing Wonders flow, 
But from that Source, who. wills it ſhou'd be 4 i 
Where now, O! Death's s thy Sting? O Grave! thy Boaſt? 
Loogd are your Chains, and all their Influence loſt. | 
Now as from ſoft Repo 17 the Dead ſhall riſe, 3 
And Duſt and Afhes Kaim their Kindred Skies, — 
© Where re- enthron ' d the Great Maſiab reigns 3 
1 ä Pow weck e ev ry Age: remains. 
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